Tuesday morning. Near 3am. Another nightmare. My companions being murdered, one by one, just like a movie. 

I am always the hero.

The last scene involved me smashing the enemies' electrifying weapon with an axe - the metal head sending current back into the pilot's cage. Then - awake and aware. I am alone, as usual. Darkness. Box fan. My body is where I left it on the concrete floor of the storage closet, a thin roll of foam and moving blankets separating. Finishing the chamomile tea, I know there are monsters outside the metal door. The tears streaming down my face have dug channels. Water is the great solvent. I don't bother wiping them away anymore. 

There are monsters outside the door. I have an axe.

I am always the hero.